ENVY IS THE SULPHUR

their places, but he was too lazy to work an<!t
earn the money that would put him there. I
knew that they were not rich men; they were
school-teachers, doctors, butchers and bakers,
machinists and puddlers. They had saved
their money for a year in order to have the
price of this convention trip to Denver. Com-
rade Bannerman was pig-iron, and envy
made him brittle. He should have been
melted down and had the sulphur boiled out
of him. Then he would have been wrought
iron; as were the men he was so envious of.

He was not envious of me, of course, be-
cause he thought I was a tramp. Indeed
he thought I was as envious as he, and so he
classed the two of us as "intellectuals.'* From
this I learned that "Intellectuals" is a name
that weak men, crazed with envy, give to
themselves. They believe the successful men
lack intellect; are all luck. This thought
soothes their envy and keeps it from driving
them mad.

I thanked Comrade Bannerman for his
pamphlets and threw him a few coins to pay
for the melons he had given me. But my
peep into his soul had taught me more than
his propaganda could teach me. Later I
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